


Tl>e Hiftory of Henri, HoU,| 

Prinee . Come hither, F ranch. <3* 1 1 

Yrancis My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to (crve,Yrancis ? 

F^wis.Forfooth fivey ceres, and as much as to — • — . 

Boynes, Yrancis. 

Yranis. Anon,anon,fir. 

Prince. I ive yea res : berladya long leafe for the chincking 
of pewter.- But Yrancis, dareft thou be ib valliant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a faire paire of 
heeles,and runne from it ? 

Yrancis. O Lord fir , i’le be fworne upon all the Bookes in 
England, I could find in my heart. 

Poynes. Yrancis. Yrancis. Anon fir. 

Pfinte. How old art thou, Yrancis > 

Yrancis. Let me fee, about <JMhhaelmus next -I frail be— 

Poynes .Yrancis. 

Yrancis. Kaon fir, pray youftay a little, my Lord. 

Princely , but harkc you Yrancis , for the Sugar thou ga- 
veil me/twas but a penny worth, waft not ? 

Yrancis. Q Lord, I would it had beene two. 

"Prince. I will give thee for it a thouland pound, askeme 
when thou wilt, and thou {halt have it. 

Poynes Yrancis, F^#c/4.Anon,anon. 

prince. Anon Yrancis ? No. Yrancis J but to morrow YrAiicii 
or Yrancis fin Tliurieday.:or indeed Yrancis, yj\xzn thou wilts I 
But Yrancis . 


Yrancis My Lord. 

*$*•* Wilt thou rob this Lcathcrne Jerkin, Chriftallbut* 
ton,Not-pated, Agat-rtng, puke-ftocking, Caddice-garler, 
Smooth-tongue, Spanifh-pouch ? 

Yrancis. O Lord fir, who doeyou meane ? 

‘Prince. Why then your Brownc-baftard is your onely 
s for lo°ke you Yrancis : your white canvatfc Doublet 
Wimulley.In Par bar y fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fr ancis, What fir * ,, . Poynes. Yrancis . 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not heare them call ? 
«J. Hcere they both tall him, the Pf rawer frauds amazed, not 
knowing which way to gee. Enter Vintner. 
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Vint. What, ftandft thou ftill, and hearefl foch a calling ? 
Iooketothe Ghefts wrthin.My Lerd,old fir Iohn with hallc a 
dozen more, are atthe dore,fhall I let them in ? 

/Vi. Let them alone a while, and then open the doreiPoyncs 

Poynes. Anon,ianon fir. Enter Poynes. 

Pri. Sirra, Falfiafe and the reft oftheTheeves, are at the 
doore, fhall we be merry ? 

Toy. As merry as Crickets, my Lad : but harke yce,what 
cunning match have you made with this jeft of the Drawer? 
come,what’s the iflue ? 

Pn I am now of all humors, that have fhewed themfel yes 
humors ,fince the old daies ofgood man <iAdam,x.o the pupill 
age of this prefent Twelue a clocke at midnight. What’s a 
clocke*, Yrancis ? 

Yrancis. Anon, anon fir. 

Frin. That ever this fellow llrould have fewer words then 
aParrat,and yet thefon of a woman. His induftry is tip (hires 

and downeftaircs,his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 

am not yet of Perceys minde,the Hotjpur of the North, he that 
i:. :1 s me Lome 6. ox 7 . dozen of Scots it a breakfaft, wafhes his 
hands, and fayes to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life , I want 
work .0 my fweet Harry fayes (he ! how many ha (1 thOu kild 
to dayPGivemy Rban horfe a drench(fiyes he)and anfwers 
fome fourteene,an hour afteria trifle, a trifle. I prethee call in 
Ya/ftaffe,i’\c play Percy, and that damn’d Browne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife./?iw,faies the drunkard :call in ribs 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Ydlflaffei 


^alf, A plague of all cowards I fiy, and a vengeance too - 

mary and Amen : give me a cup of (acke.Boy.E’re I lead tbx< 

life-long , 1 lefow netherftocks, and mend them, and foot them 

too. A plague of all cowardsjGive me a cup of iacke,ro<nie i- 
tfeemertue extant.? F wckc, rogue, 1 , 

D tll . 0U never fee kiffe a difa ofbutter 
pi tifoll hearted , that melted at the fweet tale ofthe 
; Sub. . if thou didft, then behold that compound. 

3D. ,j 
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